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A NOUTURNE OF CHOPIN.
‘Wind, snd the scand of ses,

Heard in the night from afar,
BSpsnding Heelf om an unknown shore,
Freeling ita way o'er an unssen Soor,

by moon nor star;

Teiling & tale to the lst'alng ear
Of wounds and woes that the rofling yoar
Hath brought to the buman heart;
Tailing of passion snd lansrmost pain,
Binking and swooning, and growing agaio
As the wind snd the waves take part ;
Lifting & volos 1o the voiosless akiss,
Fanses of sorrow that pass into sighs,
Born of » secret despair ;
Finttericg back on the clear tide of tone,
Osthering in fores till the melody's grown,
Btroog to interpret the ) &4
Haunting the dark Selds of sir;
Bpeaking the lcagings of life, the full sonls
Hidden desires in muric ibat rolls,
Wave-like, in search of a shore:
Bddies of b Beat] d,
Widen in etreles of lessening sound,
Due in the distance, til] silencs is found,

the other party of the love affair or not.
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“ How do you know it, Unele Paul ?*
*“ Well, how do you know anything ?
, there are many ways and reasons
for knowing and
well, it don's matter.
a doubt.”™
He knew i, and that was enough for
him. And Mary knew him well enough

undertook the task of directing the con-
versation. She endeavored to steer
olear of the qnicksands, but in tryingto
draw Unocle Panl into a conversation

HOW OLD JIM DRAYTON “SWORE

OFF.”
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anxiona to avoid.

at last?” asked Mary.

“Tell me, Philip Hastings, that at
east you do not know [this old man’s
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she precipitated just what sho was so

Uncle Panl had sat quite still for
awhile, in & half-drowsy, brown study,
but be awskened suddenly when Mary
said, * Soisie and I met such » strange
Jooking, unhappy old man to-day.”
A what—that old man—beyond =
doubt s bad man."”
““Why, Uncle Paul, have you waked
“I'm glad

ing can fix your attewtion.”
Paul did not look as though he ecared
to listen, as Mary went on.

* Miss Wayne, the old man of whom
for a better term, they oalled ecoen- | we have been ‘talking is one entirely
tricity, worthy of your sweet sympathy, and,

Alll;lilnd frightful guestions sug-
themselves to the mind of Mary,

wickedest man [ _not even his family.
you—well, if he is your | ghildren are in rags, his home hasn't
thers is any community of | a comfort, snd if he'd only die folks
him, why—well, I'm |wounld feel like helping them. He's
a doubl. But there can- | {he lowest drunkard in Detroit | ™

has given you his version,
tell you all, you will cut | didn't jump into the river,” rejoined

He came up town last night to drink
the old year ont and the new year in.
There are men who esn remember when
he had a coitage of his own ; when he
was well dressed, snd had a frank, hon-
cat face; when his children went to
Bunday-school and his wife was well
olothed and ecarried a happy face.
Old Jim found himself going down hill,
and almost in & year he had changed
from & hard-working, respectable man
to a ragged, lazy sot, and no effort on
the part of those who loved him ecomld
stop his descent. His home went, his
fortune went, good clothes and happy
faces dissppesred, and wretchedness
and poverty moved into the old tene-
ment house on Beaubien street with
him,

Do you remember when his child was
run over and killed? Old Jim waa
dead drunk while the body lay in the
honse. Were you ever at tho central
station court when he was sent up for
drunkenness or for beating his wife ?
Have you never seen Liia sleeping his
drunken sleep in the alley? Haven't
you heard the people speak of “Old
Jim Drayton?” A red, wicked f ce,
having not one soft line in it—red eyes,
looking stupidly and vacantly at yon—a
battered hat, ragged clothes—you
surely must have met him at some time.
Old Jim meant to have a bigdrane.
That was a good way to wind the old
year up. He had been drunk thanks-
giving—He had staggered home drunk
Chrismas night, and when his boys
were heard wishing that Sants Claus
had not passed them by, the father
became angered and beat them, The
bar-keeper knew him as he entered the
ssloon and called for drinks, He had
called there dosens of times before,
and his face was familiar as the sight
of the big decanter from which he
poured his drink.

“Wait a minnte,” said the bar-
keeper, who was wiping off the eounter;
snd Old Jim was in the shadow, and
they dil not know who it was, And as
they drank their beer they spoke of the
dying year, and of their resolves to
break off some of their bad habits, and
finally one of them esid :

“‘Some one was saying that Old Jim

had out his throat | ™

“Iv's good news, il true,” said the
other, *“*No one will miss the old sot
His wife and

““Yes, Iv'e often wondered why he

the other. *““If I ever get as low and

““He 'bas told me all, and I have | ragged and mean sz Old Jim Drayton,
that he has told me the truth, | I'll shoot myself I ™
the whole truth and nothing but the
truth. When men assume' 8 charaoler | g 4 glass of whisky down he'd have
it is not a bad one. The old man Quig- | jesped up and cursed them, but he was
ley has made a oclesn breast of it all. | goheras sober as he had ever been for
He srrested me in my downward career,
and I cannot, would not cast him ofL" | 6 Jow and mean? Did everybody feel
There was something in his speech, | that way toward him? Did everybody
#0 earnest, so manly, that Mary was | 5otiss his poor old house, his ragged
proud of her lover for having utiered | ahildren, his red face and watery eyes ?
it, and even the lines in Uncle Panl's | Dig men speak to each other of his deg-
face were softened, and he was almost
80; one is— | ready to acknowlodge that he might be
I know it beyond wrong, when Philip resamed hia story :
“ ] gpent last winter at-New Orleans,
s you hwm mgna Mma‘u:a't:dhlﬁ # | the bartender; but old Jim did not
gaming e was indn play.
toend such an argument at once. It was | T Jost heavily, and, becoming desper-

Old Jim heard every word. If he had

ten years, aud he made no move, Waa

radation, his neglect of his family—
wonld his death be good news to the
publie ?

** Do you want whisky or gin ?" asked

hear him. He had leaned back against
the wall, pulled his hat over his eyes

in'-‘”“-mmt.ho,mnmp ate, T was about to risk my purse and | a3 was thinking. Drink had cobbed

“bad man,” was an- |its
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him in the earlier hours with *‘old-
fashioned soogs,” as Paal ealled them
and the two were in the midst of these
pleasures when Philip Hastings was an-
poanoced. Uncle Panl counld pot escape.
He had nowhere to go but to bed, and
it was too early for that. Young ladies
peed not be told bow really disagreeable
the position when a young gentleman is

who loves her, while an elder
member of the family is immovably
anchored in the room, and who in turn
heartily dislikes, or thinks he does, the

man as & *“ bad men.” BShe was
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there,’

asked,

who will take me with a charscter from

and
just
choice.

inward,
cheating you ; I saw it all. Don't go
was ruined there; I used to | while they were drinking one of them
thonsands, and now I sweep | asked :

' *“Why do you stay there?
‘I mnst eat and drink, and | there in the corner?”

But I toock him
he told me that
why., Hes|la the men.
hy. ) ughed

nevee bad | grunkard, and that I'm ragged and law,

Quigley's danghter, given me by his de-
pertad wife, and Mary's dying mother,

one possessed, dashing a tear from his

Prove your sineerity in this man.*

Philip took the poor amazed girl in
his arms and saved her from falling.
Uncle Paul hopped about the room as

eye and exclaiming, ** It's all right zow,
beyond a donbt.”

Quigley, by the aid of a gift left him |
py a dying relative, was enabled to
pay those he had wronged in purse,
and with a lovely danghter to caress
and eomfort his old age his was a happy
end. We shounld never distrnat the
ability of any man for reformation,
and no one's repentance shonld be de-

; —_—

BoumeopY gives in substance the fol-
lowing idea in regard to the proper way
of tresting the secoretas of other people
whisch secidentally come into our posses-
sion : If you see a person drop a purse
1 the street, and you pick it np, of
ecourse you return it to him ; or if yon
could not give it back at omce, yon
would keep it safely until you could do
so. That is just what you should do
with meoreta when people drop thom

somidentally, and yon pick them np.
You have no more business Lo nse thom

piraid of sn explosion as she nervously

than yon would hsave to use money
which you o in the same way.

contents upon & single throw, | him of his honest look, his frank tone,
when s servant stumbled against me | and his strength and skill, but it had not
and we fell. As Istopped to aid him | robbed him of his memory. He eonld
he whispered: °I did it purposely. | go back over the decade and remember
Plsy no more. Meet me ontside the | his pleasant howe, his happy family and
* I withdrew from the game and | his own honest, independent feeling,
him, and he said : * Your antagon- | Shame came with memory. He had not
‘ was | got 8o low but words could strike him.

Two or three other men came in, and

“Isn't that Old Jim Drayton over

“Yes, that's the old sot,” answered
another,
** Wonder if he isn't going to swear off

Psul said, * The servant was Qaigley ;| —bs ! ba! ha!" responded the third !
be donbtless did not tell you that
thousands he stole from his | called up something of his old spirit,

i or gained om forged | and he sprang out of his chair and ex-

The words stung old Jim again. They

claimed :
“Yes, I am going to swear off I"”
“Yon swear off—you—ha ! ha! ha !

“Bat I will! I know that I'm a

but I can reform "
*That'’s good !” they all laughed;

muttering, "It will come out, | “higgest thing out! Old Jim Drayton
s doubt; I had better tell it
" then went over to Mary and canght
o hin heart as if he would shield
her with bis life, and looking at Philip,
: “You belisve in this man's
reformation—this man Quigley. One
more test and that will settle it beyond
a donbt. Would you marry his daugh-
tex?”
“Jt I were not engaged and "—he

swearing off—ha ! ha! ha I

“ I will—with God's help, I will I" he
replied, striking the bar with his fist,
Their shouts of lsughter followed
him as he went out, but they strength-
ened his sudden resolution. He walked
direotly home, He stopped for a mo-
ment at the gate and wondered why he
had never before noticed how gloomy
and wretched and lonesome the old
botel looked. It was a fit home for a
drunkard and a wife-beater, Heopened
the gate, pansed, then turned and went
to the groeery on the corner, and with
the money he meant to get drunk on he
purchased a few little toys for the chil-
dren and returned and entered his des-

olate house, Hestood in the door for
an instant and looked around at the
bare and battered walls, the bare floors,
the wretchedness and poverty.
wife erept away, fearing his drunken
wrath. He knew what moved ber, and

His

t cut him like s knife,
* Mary, coms here !” he said, as he

elosed the door and held out his hand ;
“1 am not drnk to-night 1"

Bhe slowly approached him, wonder-

ing if drink had not erazed him,

““Mary !” he eaid, as he clasped

her hand, *“1 haven't drank a drop to-
night 1"

“ Oh, James !” she sobbed, breaking

right down in an instant,

“They eall me Old Jim Drayton; say

I'm n sot; wonder why I didn't die; say
[ can't reform ;"

he went on; **hut
I'm going to stlop drinking—I have

stopped !

She put her arms aronnd his neck, but

oconld not speak.

“ From to-night, as loog ns 1 live, T'11
bo James Drayton again-—sober— stondy
& kind hasband and a good father !

Clo and wike up the ohialdron, Mury, snd |

let ns all pray togother1”

whispered as they were aronsed from
their wroetehed beds.

“ No—no—he's sober—he's going to
be good again !" she sobbed,

At midnight the voiee of prayer,
broken by sobs, was heard in the old
hovel, and Old Jim Drayton, kneeling at
his chair, said :

** Mary—chiidren—may henven help
me to be a better man !I”

Bo may it.—Detroit Freo Press.

ONLY A POOR WOR'UM,

An Humble Mizsslonary Thimble-rigging
for the Foor Heathen.

On the train, the other day, a very
solemn-looking man, dressed in black
and carrying a hat-box, came along and
dropped into my seat.

““1t is a fine day,” I remarked, desir-
ing to be friendly.

“It is & fine day, but young man, how
i8 it with your sonl?" he replied, rolling
up his eyes and looking still more sol-
emn,

I asked him what he meant, and he
answered :

“Where would yoq go toif you died?
How does your stand in heaven?"’
I told bim that I was jogging slong
pencefnlly-like, paying my debts, saving
s little money, aod dropping something
into the contribution box as it passed.
“ That won't do—ah,” he said, as he
folded his arms and closed his eyes,
“*you're a sinner, ah, a banefnl sinner,
Thare is no mansion laid np for yeu in
the land beyond theskies—ah, Do yeun
ever pray—ah 7"

*\)oce in a great while," I told him.
“The devil is in your heart—ah,™ he
went on. “Yon pray not, neither do
you Bing. Like a flower you shall be
cut down, and the stem shall wither and
deeay, and be seen no more among the
fields."

“ What would you advise me to do?'
T asked, feeling a little weak.

“T am but a poor worm myself," he
answered meekly, “like unto a pauny
insect.”

*“A ocockroach, for instance,” I put
in, aa he paused.

**Only a poor stinggling wor'nm,”
he went on, never minding me, “yet T
am trying to do my appointed work.

Away over the sea, in Africa, millions
are living in ignorance and vice, know-
ing nothing of heaven, having no good

in their hearts, living like the beast of
the field, In my poor humble way, I

am frying to save a few benighted heath-

ens, trying to redeem & few sounls.”

“*In what particular way?"” I inquired.

“ Partly by my prayers, and partly

by collecting money and buying Bibles

to ship them, that they may have the

word of life.”

There was a pause for s moment, and
then he laid his hand on my arm and

continned—

““Young man, the Lord loveth a
cheerful giver! Ont of your abund-

axee contribute something for the canse

of the benighted. Even though you

are not a good Christian, your good act
will be put to your eredit in that land
where all is joy and bliss,”

I anked him if Lo could change a §20
bill and give me bsck £19,95, and he
tarned away and seemed weary.

Wo rode on in silence for about a
mile, snd then he took a string from his
poocket, laid it on his knee in a way to
msake two separate loops in it, and then

he said :

**Yoang man, thou art a sinner, and

thoun wilt not freely contribute to the

eanse of the benighted.”

** Which the same is troe,” I mur-

mured.

““ On the part of the heathen and my

canse, I desire to bet thee flva to three

that thou eanst not put thy finger in

the loop that will cateh,” he said, amil-

ing sweetly.

*'It's the old string game—seen it
forty times,"” I answered.

“* Bolely on account of the benighted

beathen do I wish to bet flve to three

that thon canst not locate the joker,”
he went on, producing three thimbles
and a pea.

“Played it in the army for four
years,” I replied, turning away with a
mournful heart.

“Then you arewillingthat the heathen

shall struggle on like the beasts of the
field and birds of the air,” he asked,

putting up his thimble,

“Yes, truly,” I answered,

“*Tis sad that one so young should

be so sinful,” he murmured, and went
to the other end of the car, and suo-
ceeded in fleecing an old man out of
234 and a watch on the check game—
for the canse of the heathen in Africa.

Hotel Improvements.

The San Francisco Post writes of the
new Palace hotel in that ecity : “The
Palace will be nnquestionably a hotel
born of new ideas. No modern im-
provement will be ignered in its con-
struction or equipment, The latest
novelty ndopted is the intrcduction of
an automatio fire alarm apparstus in
every room in the building. The in-
stant the temperature of the room
reaches above a certain degree the ap-
paratus will be affected and will trans-
mit werd to the fire indieator in the
offise, 8o that there can be no delay in
suppressing the blaze. Three watch-
men will be required to constantly
patrol the building, visiting seventy-
one different stations and walking two
and three-quarter miles in their rounds,
At each station will be located an elee-
trieal apparatus which will register the
time the watchman visited it. These
will thus not as tell-tales on the watch-
man, showing whether Le is attending
to his b.siness or not. A large elec-
trieal olock is to be placed in the main
office, Diale in eleotrical communioca-
tion with this clock will be distributed
to the pumber of 116 throoghont the
building, There will be a dial record-
ing the time at the end of every passage-
way. An sleotrical lighting apparatus
will nlso be among the featores of the
interior. This will be on the sume sys-
tern ns that in nuse in the California
theatre.  Ouoly the chandeliers in the
dining-rooms and the lsmps in the oor-
ridors will be lighted by the electrio
spark. FEight hundred and twenty
buarners in all will be lighted in this
way.”

Commos senso is ao element in which
many persons arg smlly wanting.  Com
rormd | perception,

mon sk piice

correct reasor, mental capmerty, and

*“Is {ather going to kill us?" they | good understanding.

SCUPPERNONG GRAPES AND WINE.

Views of Cnlum‘l_—..lrum of Gadsden.

Sir—Agreenbly to the request of the
fruit growers' association, I herewith
forward yon my views on the cultivation
of the Seuppernong and manufactnre of
wine,

S®IL AND LOOATION,

I prefer a light sandy loam not loo
rich—with elay snbsoil. Our high pine
ridges, with good natural drainage, is
as good as is required. A southern ex-
posure or side hill is not necessary, My
vineyards are on the highest point in
the state, being three hundred and fifty
feet above the level of the sea; and I
find the grapes larger, ripen earlier, and
make 8 better wine than any I have seen
elsawhere,

PLANTING AND CULTIVATING.

The land should be cleared of all trees
and the grass and trash burned off before
myrinenm;_' tad I.‘ ;:my
vines thirty-five feet spart each way,
but I am now satisfied that the better
wsy is to plant forty fest apart, and then
plant another row between, bresking
jointa—that is, not in line with the
others, but half between. By this
means double the amount of grapes are
had on the same ground. When the
vines begin to lock, this last row should
be cut out’ giving all the space to the
ones first planted.
Assuming that a wire arbor is to be
used, the posts should be set up befors
the vines are planted, as in digging the
holes for them when the arbor is being
put up the ruots are lisble to be in-
ured. Having set the posts in their
places, about two feet in the ground and
seven above, the vinesshonld be planted
on the south side of the posts as fol-
lows : Dig a hole about four feet square
and two feet deep, throwing the surface
soil on one side and the bottom soil on
the ether; and then fill mp the hole
about one foot with good surface soil ;
on top of this put six inches of good
compost (I used swamp muck, bones,
well rotted oak leaves and oak ashes);
on top of this put a couple of inches of
rich surface soil ; then plant the vine,
leaving the surface over it a little lower
than the surrounding ground.

If a wooden srbor is to be used, the
posts need not be set up until the vines
are ready to arbor, but a stake is set
close to the vine, so as to have some-
thing to train it to. When it is at
equal distances from the vines, and on
those put the rails or slats,
As the vine grows add more posts
and extend the arbor. I use wire for
my arbor, believing it to be better and
cheaper in the end—better beeanse it
requires less posts, gives more room
in gathering the grapes, allows a much
better ciroulation of air through the
vines, does not colleci s0 much dead
lesves and trash, and the grapes more
uniformly ; cheaper, because when once
done it is done for a life-time.
The first two years the object is to
grow as much wood as possible, hence
the vines shounld be manured generously
with well-rotted manure, forked in abont
the roots and ount from them = foot or
two, After this I do not conmsider it
neoegsary to menure it so heavily, but
sufficient to keep the vine in a healthy,
growing econdition. Bone dust, osk
ashes, or anything that will furnish pot-
ash, is the best,
The ground between the vines can be
cultivated in other crops until it is
shaded by the vines. I could not, how-
ever, recommend corn or oats, but sweet
potatoes, cotton, strawberries, mulberry.
turnips, ete., always being carefnl not
to injnre the roots of the vines. Thus
the ground is kept olean and sufficiently
msnured for the vines as they extend.
THE YIELD.
From the beat information I have re-
eeived, and from my own experience, a
vine three years old that has been care-
fully cultivated and manured will yield
three pecks of grapes. Vines planted
forty feet apart will cover the whole
ground in ten years, An scre of vines
in full bearing will yield between 600
and 700 bushels of grapes. A bushel of
ripe SBcuppernong grapes will yield at
least three gallons of must or jnice.
1 have made at the rate of 2,000 gal-
lons of must or juice to the acre on vines
fully grown, or, rather, vinea twenty
years old. I do not believe any one
knows when the Scuppernong is fully
grown, If it is properly manured or
arbored, there is no knowing how far it
will spread.
GATHERING THE GRATES.
I think the betler wayis to put a
frame on a wagon body. On this frame
fasten a cloth with n hole sav a foot in
diameter in the centre of it; drive
under the arbor, shake the vines with a
forked stick, and let the grapes roll
through the spertare in the cloth into
the wagon body. When sufficient is
gathered for a load, drive to the press;
have a shute, eay two feet wide and
twenty feet long ; place one end ator
on the gate of the wagon, and the other
in a burrel on the ground ; throw in the
grapes at the top end, they wiil roll
down into the barrel; the leaves and
trash will remain in the rhute; brush
them out and throw in more grapes.
In this way three hands and a two-
horse team can gather an immense
amount of grapesina day. Care shonld
be taken to throw away the hard, green
and unripe grapes, and not to get too
heavy a body of grapes in the wagon
at one time, or they will get crushed,
and thus lose a large amount of juice,
MAKTNG THE WINE.
As ** in making bare soup, it is neces-
sary to first catoh the hare,” 8o in mak-
ing wine, it is neceasary first to get your
grapes. Assnming that yon have done
this, let ns proeceed to muke the wine,
And here I wish to mention that it is of
the utmost importance that every vessel
conneoted with the making of wine
shonld be perfectly clean and sweet
There ghonld be a full supply of water,
so that the tnbe, barrels, ete., can boe
rinsed ns often as is necessary. The
barrels or casks in which the grapes are
to be fermented should be all ready on
the stands, o sufficient height from the
floor to permit a barrel lying on its side
to set under it. Bet the mill on the
top of the barrel in which Lhe grapes
are to be fermented, and grind away
until the barrel is full, then move the
mill to the next barrel, and 8o on to the
end, The length of time the mnst is
left to ferment on the hnlls depends on
the state of the atmosphere.  In sueh
weathor as wo lhiave hers in the Intter
part of September and  beginning of
October, when tho thermometer is, dur-

ing the day, abont eighty degrees Fah-
renhieit, twenty-four hours is about the
right time. The must will then have
received a sufficient amonnt of coloring
matter, boquet and taonin. When it is
ready to be drawn off, pull out the peg
at tha bottom of the barrel and let the
must run off, but when quick work is
required it will not pay to wait. As
soon as the must ceases to run freely, it
is best to stop it and put the hullsin
the press, where ihe balance can be
pressed ount immediately.

‘When the season has been dry there
is more saccharine matter in the grapes
than when the season has been moiat or
rainy, hence the must requires more
sogar some eeasons than others.

My way of doing is to raise the must
to ninety degrees on Ouschles seals ; this
gives a wine sufficiently sweet to plesse
the average consumer, Having added
the suger, put the must in the barrels
or casks in whieh it is to ferment,
straining it throngh two or three thick-
nesses of mosguito net ; plase them in
the cellar, put one end of a syphon in
the bung, closely sealed, the other end
in a vessel of water, so that the gas can
escape without permitting the air to
get to the must. As soon as the gas
ceases to cause the water to bubble
freely, take ont the syphon and close
the barrel, having first filled the barrel
to within about three inches of ths
bung. The bung should not be left
quite on top, but a little to one side,
so that the wine will be against it, thus
preventing any evaporation. ‘The
sooner the barrel is closed, without dan-
ger ef ita bursting, the better. If the
barrel exhibits signa of barsting bore a
gimlet hole near the bung. Let the gas
blow off and close the hole immediately.
About the first of Jannary draw off
the wine into clean, sweet barrels. and
let stand until the July following, then
draw it off sgain., It should now be
ready for market.

Care should be taken, when pntiing
the barrels on the stand, to have the
end in which the fauncet is put lower
than the other, 8o as to draw off all the
wine withont disturbingthe lees, When
all the clear wine has been drawn off
the munddy wine and lees should be put
in one or more barrels and sllowed to
settle nntil clear, when the elear wine
is again drawn off, Good authorities
state that a fine brandy can be distilled
from the lees; but I have no experi-
ence in the matter,

CONCLUSION,
From persopal observation I am sat-
isfled that the Scupperncng ripens two
weeks earlier here than in North Caro-
lins—eaid to be its home, Our grapes
are fuller, and I think, sweeter, As a
wine grape, 1 would not recommend
any of the black Seuppernong—I think
the wine insipid and not marketable.
Parties in North Carolina tell me that
they find it difficult to get a market
for if.
I had grave doubts when commencing
to make wine of being able to find a
sale for it, but my experience has
me, and now I have no fears
on the subject, I have no wine onhand
older than the vintage of 1873, I have
not advertised it or made extraordinary
efforts to bring it into notoriety, yet I
find ready rale for it at 82.25 per gallon,
—Florida Agriculturist,

Female Barbers in Cincinnati.

A report came into our office Inat night
that there will soon be opened in the
old church, south side of Bixth strest,
beiween Walnut and Vine, & new bar-
ber shop. Now, the simple establish-
ment of a new barber shop among us
is no astounding item of news, but this
partionlar barber shop (to be) on Sixth
street will not be an ordinary one, from
the fact that lovely girls will wield the
razor and ** run the machine.”

Rumor says these girls have been
espeically trained for their responsible
positions, and that they manipulate the
razor with all the abandon of veterans,
The price for a *‘ square shave"” at that
establishment will be “a quartsh of a
dollah, if you plesthe thir.” Of course,
that’s a big price you know mow, but
when s man wanta a rare article he musi
expect to psy for it. Just remember
‘hat these barberous damsels are fair in
oks if they are unfair in price. They
won't chew tobacco mor eat onions;
geither will they have two-inch finger-
nails stuffed with the soils of seven
counties. Moreover, they will chuck
you mnder the chin with their soft
chubby hands, if you are a real nice
bo%’e feel sorry for the men barbers of
the city. They will lose enstom as sure
as that female - church - shaving -shop
opens. Of course married men will
slip around to that shop sometimes, and
then there will be trouble in Gotham.
We have detailed & special reporter to
work up all the domestic broils and
pecret nssociations and sad suicidea
which will surely emanste from that
new institution—that sharp-shooting,
shoulder-shifting, shampooing, shing-
ling, shearing and shaving shop.—Cin-
cinmati Fngquirer,

A * Dark” Neance.

The St. Lounis Republican says : ** It
was a rather queer eight to see a dog
brin ing a maun's hand into the honse,
their own dog and their own house too.
They were colored people, Jack and
Harriet Miller, and they lived in the
fear of ghosts and hobgoblins. Of
course, they were much frightened. The
hand was black and it Jooked like the
band of fate, The dog lay down in the
corner by the fire and commenced gnaw-
ing. Jack picked np the ugly thing
and threw it ount into the gutter—or
tried to—bnt the hand jost floated away
and up until it seemed to join u body
snspended in the air, and then the
thumb songht the nose, and the fingers
coramenced gyrating, indicating that
gll was well np there, and then the form
disappeared and left the darkics ina
state of profuse perspiration. That is
tho way tiint some spirit of darkness
materinlized itself for Jack and Harriot
Miller, and crowds hnve sinee visited
their honse nnd seen them, apd the dog,
and the window, and the gutter, but
never a squint of any wonder as big us
n man's hand. ™

Tre man only is trnly edoented who
has Leen so trained in his yonth that
hig body i the ready sorvaut of his
will, and performs wilh ease sind plons-
nre all the work that, ns a meohamism,
it is eapable of doing.

THE WRONG TRAP.

Iu the vicinity of Drury Lane theater
stands a hostlery whioch hoasts the
curious sign of the ** City of Lushing:
ton.” The house is a great resort fom
actors and for those genial owners of
open hearts and straitened pocketa who
glory in belonging to the order of
Antedilavian Buffaloes, The chief
room of the inn ix the meeting-room of
the Buffaloes, It is divided into
‘* wards,” so-called, and thess divis-
ions have Ilugubrioms tilles—Poverty
ward, Insanity ward, and Saicde ward,
A moral underlies this labelling of the
evils which follow the asbuse of good
liguor.

One evening in Octeber two comedians
met nnder the shadow of Insanity ward
at the ““City of Lushington.” They
were artists of a very hnmble stamp—
pantomimists who picked up a living in
strolling {fashion during the summer,
and whoee harvest time was Christmas,
and the weeks of January and February.
One was a harlequin yclept Bmithers,
but preferring to be called in the bills
Signor Tomato, The other postured as
olown ; his name was Puodson, and he
too had a nom de theater, calling him-
self Little Paddikina,

To the labier personages, smoking in
gloomy solitude—for the ususlly well-
filled; room of the ** ity of Lushing-
ton” was that night empty—entered
Mr. Bmithers. The old collesgues
greeted each other warmly, for they
had shared in the frolics of many =
harlequinade.
¢ And how has luck gone with yon 7"
asked Pudson, after some talk 4
“Fairly for the time of year,” an-
swered the harlequin. *“‘I have taken
& ballot troupe on a tour through the
second-rate towns, and dome pretty
'dl.” -

“I have been Incky and unlncky by
shifis and starts—doing a bit here and
there at the circnses, and taking a turn
now and then at the musio-halla, That
pays best of all. I have a good mind
to out & pantomime and go in for that
entirely,” -
““Not just yet, any way. You are
engaged for the Forum, mren't you ?”
asked the harlequin.
““Not yet, but I expect to be,” replied
the olown.
“I am, and so ia my little woman,"”
“ Confound it I"” ejaculated Pudson;
1 hoped to get Mary in there,”
““But Lora has got ik Bhe's to be
columbine,”
* 15 that your girl ?”
‘*That's mine, Lora with an o, not
your common aw.”
“Ob,” said the clown, reflectively,
“ Hightalian, I suppose "
“She passas for a Hightalian, but
she's English. She's billed as Lora
Lorini.”
The two friends shook hands and
parted as the “ Cily of Laushington™
began fo receive an incarsion of its
usual frequenters,

IL.—FUDSOX'S STORY,
I am lying here on this bed helpless,
Ishali not die yet, the doctor says;
the bores are setting, and in a few weeks
I may be abont sgaia; but 1 shall never
be fit for the clown’s business any more,
This misery and saffering I bronght
upon myself ; it ha+ been the result of
my own wicked apimosity—the conse-
quence of a jealousy which urged me
into erime. I wll %ell yon how it came
about.
1 joined the Fornr company this last
winter when Smithars and I engaged
for the pantomime. To my surprise, 1
found that the girl to whom I had been
paying addresses — IMary Morris by
name—was engaged for columbine, I
had understood from Bmithers that
some sweetheart of lds named Lora
Lorini was going fo iake that part.
The sight of Mary was an unexpected
pleasure, and going up to her I eaid :
““Mary, my dear, this is good luck;
bat I thought the columbine was to be
Lora Lorini,™
“ 8o she is,” she answered,
‘* What, then, are yonu to be? Harle-
quin, or some nonsense of that sort?”
“ No—oolumbine.”
I stared at her, atterly ignorant of
her meaning.
“PDon’t you know,” she went on,
“that my professionsl name is Lora
Lorini ?"
I was staggered.
“ Bat, Smithers,” I cried—**Smithers
claims Lora as his girl? Buarely, Mary,
you have not been playing both of ns
false ?"
“ His girl, indeed ! Neither his nor
yours, if it comes to that, unless yon
keep a civil tongne in your head. Oan't
a girl have mora than oue sdmirer, 1
should like to know 2" .
She may have a dozen admirers, bt
she cannot have more than one plighted
lover, if she has any sense of decemoy.”
Mary turned on her heel and flounced
off, I noticed during the rehearsals
how she devoted herself exclusively to
Smithers, while I got never s word.
There came a bitter, gnawing pain at
my heart at being treated so—a hunger
to be revenged on him and ber. Many
a time I had it in my mind o stick my
clasp-knife into his throat ; but the at-
tempt was too risky: it might have
failed, and I should infallibly get ar-
rested for it.
I brooded over a subtler revenge ; but
firat I tock Mary aside. “‘I want to
speak to yon,” I eaid.
“J don't want to speak to you,™ she
sancily answered.

“ No follies—this is s weighty mat-
ter,” I retorted sternly, * Listen and
be eareful.”

“Go on.”

# 1 ank you if you love George Smith-
ers better than you do me ?"

* Lor', Tom, how do I know ?"”

“ Yon must know the siate of your
own feelings."”

“‘Well, he's not o cross as you, and
he's a beantiful dancer, and he's so
gracefnlly made—and, in fuct, I do like
him."

“ Botter than me ?”

* You see, my poor Tom, he has many
advantages over yon."

“ @Go,"” I replied grindivg my teeth,
+¢ these advantages shall be short-lived,”
And this time it was I who torned on
my heel and left her.

This was on the 27th of December,
the accond night of the pantomime. At
the fall of the curtwin I ponght ent
Sauthers, aml said, ** See here, G orge,

I've thonght of a bit of business 1o that
seene befure tho barber's shop, 1 got
hold of your wand ; you stand there so

—now do the shivery-shaky business
whiln I tickle you np with it, Now yom
reguin it —force me back—and I fall
inte a huge pot of bear’s grease.”

Bmithers agreed. What deep design
anderlay this focling ? You will ses,

The next night, just before the scane
was t0 be enasted which we bad planned,
I stole down under the stage, and un-
bolted a trap on the spot where I in-
tended Smithers shonld stend. In the
midst of his harlequin play, I resolved
to push him on this pitfall that he might
precipitate himself down, and break his
limb or his neck.

Oauatiously I stole back again, and our
interlude commenced, After allowing
hiz: to quiver and wrggle in his
spangles while I shook the baton over
him, I placed my hand on his cheat, and
pushed him om to the snare,

He did not fall! To my amamement
the trap held,

Unsuspectingly Smithers then repos-
sessed himself of the wand, and pushed
me back. With s sadden grasp and
cry, I felt myself plunging down in the
dark, strikiog my elbows and chin on
the edge of the open trap.

I lay there under the stage with a

broken leg snd fractured ribs. I had
unbolted the wrong trap, sand fallen
into my own enare, The andience, an I
heard afterwards, clapped and lsughed,
sscribing my disappearance to a con-
cocted part of the business. An apology
had to be made. TLmckily for the man-
ager, u fellow happened to be in the
company who was acoustomed to go
clowning in an amateur sort of way,
and he volunteered to finish the harle-
guinade, taking my place, After a very
short delay, filled up with dancing, he
was ready for his business.
They took me to the hospital, and
here I have lain for weeks and weeks,
What my feelings have been in the long
night-watches I ean mnever desoribe.
The remorse, the consciousness how
well I have deserved the doom I inm-
tended for another, the bitter repent-
anoce when George Bmithers came to my
bedside full of kindly solicitude, and I
durst not oconfess then, though I will
confess, please God, when I have re-
gained my strength—he shall know all.
Bat all this alternstion of sorrow, re-
gret, and self-reproach, of desperate
doubt, and wild prayers for forgiveness,
is only known to heaven and me, It
has been a bitter passage, but it has
done me good. Iam calmer now, I I
get better I shall give up all thoughts
of Mary, and resign her to one who
never assailed a fellow-creature’s life,

oL
Tom Padson, however, did not give
up Mary—first, because Mary declined
to be given up; and, secondly, because
Mr, George Bmithers, alias Bignor To-
mato, gave her up first, The harlequin
was & gay spark, who spon tired of s
fancy, and a new fase drove Mary out
of his heart, So Mary returned to a
more constant attachment, aod Tom
married her, made a olean bresst of it
to George, and received his pardon.
They are now doing pretty well ; for
thongh Padson's career as clown is
spoiled, he has taken to singing with
his wife in the musie halls, and pros-
pers comfortably.

]

The Two Republies.

Among the many important enter-
prisea now tending to the growth and
commercial prosperity of the United
Btates, the projected line of railway
gonnecting us with the republio of Mex-
ieo can be looked upon ss one of the
most timely and desirable. In & com-
mercial point of view alone this road
will be of very great benefit. 'The pro-
posed line of road will require the
building of only 1,165 miles of railway
in all to unite the railway systemsa of
the United States and Mexico. The
constroction of three intermediate seo-
tions of 285 miles from Rockdale to the
Rio Grande, of 600 miles from the Rio
Grande to Leon, and 270 miles from the
city of Mexioo to Leon, and = line of
railway communication from New York
to the capital of Mexico is seocured,
The Mexican congress has alr:ady ap-
proved a contract with a mixed Mexican
and English company that will seoure
the prompt construction of the road
from the city of Mexico to Leon. A
oontraot bas also been concluded be-
tween the Mexican government and the
International railroad company of Texas
for the construotion of a road from
Leon to the Rio Grade, there to connect
with the Internationsl railroad of Texas,
and thus with the entire railroad system
of the United States, By means of
this road communication will be eatab-
lished between all the principal centers
of population and produstion of the
United States and Mexico, Two nations
until by common ioterests will by this
road be afforded means of making an
interchange of a mutnslly profitable
commerce and strengthening those ties
of commergial interconrse that will in-
sure pesce and quiet to the long dis-
tracted condition of things on the Texas
border. Fiom Lonisville to the Rio
Grande, st the point where the proposed
conjunction of the United States and
Mexican line of railways js te take
pluoe, the distance is bat 1241 miles,
and the completion of thia read places
us within but a few hours’ travel of
the many rich prodnots of the tropics,—
Courier Journal,

Seven Charches in Ope,

Charles Warren Stoddard, writing
from Balogna, Italy, says: * Han BSte-
fano is in reclity seven churches in one.
There seven ohinrches are so deperdent
npon one another that if you were to
take away any one of the same I believe
the other six wonld fall to pieces, They
are as olosely knit as a honeycomb,
You go up stairs and down stairs and
pass from one church into another with
such suiddenness that it is thoroughly
confusing. Then the doors that open
ont of them lead into different streets,
Thero are small ocourts thrown in
nmongst them for breathing places, and
there anro altars and shrines in the
courls ; there are frescoes, mosaics, and
moral paintings and sarcophagi, contain-
ing the bones of sainta ; there are an-
cient pillars with sntique ionio eapitals,
and venerable allars with quaint, rude
sonlptnrca of winged beasts as sacri-
floen, There is the tomb of St. Palro-
ning, in imitation of the holy sepulohre
at Jernsalem. A guide lod me throngh
this soven-fold ehureh; probably I eonid
never have fonnil my way ont alons or
have seen half the wondere of the intes

vior without his help,

SAYINGS AND DOINGS,

Trm Boientific Ameriean has found &
woman eighty-three years of sge who
attributes ber long life to abstinence
from bathing.

A gonp little girl writes to the New
zork Tribnne: * Papa has given us
three cents a day for pol sucking our
thumbs, We send one dollar for &
ohild in Kansea."

A anows-vr young lady of Minnesola,
who ought to have enteriained a higher
sense of filial duty, has had the sathor
of her being arrested and fined twelve
dollars and s half for spanking her.

A Camapiax murderer wanted them
to put off the day of exeoution, owing
to his being afilioted with the toothache;
bat the sheriff said he'd got te go to
mill next dsy and he conldn’t secommo-
date the prisoner.

Amone the numberless contradictions
in our natare, hardly any is more glar-
ing than this, between our secnsitive-
ness to the slightest disgrace which we
{fanoy oast upon us from withont, and
our oallousness to the grossest which
we bring down on ourselves In fruth,
they who are the most sensitive to the
one are of the” most callous to the
other,

Oxe who has tried it says that & enp
of coffee is = sure barometer, if you
allow the sugar to settle at the boilom
of the oup, snd watch the bubbles
srise without disturbiog the eoffee, If
the bubbles colleot in the middle, the
wenther will be fine ; if they adbers to
the oup, forming » ring, it will be
rainy; and if the bubbles separaie
without assuming suy fized position,
ehangeable weather may be expected.
Dwonixg the year 1874 mors theo 686,-
000 steerage left this country
for Europe. Many of them, no doubs,
took sdvantage of exoeptionally low
fares to visit their old homes, snd have
already returned, or will do so, More,
however, are believed to have been
driven away permanently by the hard
times. The New York commissioner of
emigration belisves that about 44,000,
or two-thirds of the whole number, in-
tend to be permanent absentees. The
revival of business will bring mauy of
them back, snd tens of thonsands of
new comars with them.
Tux Handwich islands are twelve in
number, comprising in all a litile over
6,000 square miles—abont ihe size of
Connectiout and Rhode island. Two-
thirds of this area belongs to the island
of Hawaii, although Oahu is bebler
known generally for its containing Hon-
oluln, the capital eity, which has -abont
16,000 inbabitants, The populstion of
the whole group in 1872 was 56,807, Tk
sppears by the last oensus of the in-
habitants that there were 40,044 persons
of the pure native race, 2,485 of mized
origin, 1,988 Ohinese, 880 American,
619 English, and the remainder hailed
from other European countries. The
twentioth degree of north lakitude runs
throngh the group, so that they wre in
the same latitnde as Cuba
Tax little maid of honor whom
the Grand Duke Alexis married all un-
beknownst to the old folks appears to
be as spunky as she is beantiful. Alexis,
it will be remembered, was sent to
Amerioa that he might forget her, but
while that plan cured the grand duke, it
didn't appeass his bride, who was sent
out of ths empire by special 1nm Bhe
want to Genevs, and recently it sppesrs
that Oount Shouvaloff was sent o treat
with her. It was proposed that she
shonld renownce all claim to the hand
of Alexis, should change her name snd
disappear. In return for this servioe
she would receive one million ronbles
down and sn supuity of seventy-five
thonsand ronbles, which would be oon-
tinued to her child in osse the Iatter
survived her; but Mra, Alexis wounldn't
do it. She loved Alexis too much fox
that, and so matters stand at present,
———
Training s Horse to Trol.
A ocorrespondent of the Turf, Field
and Farm tells how he trained an old
horsa to trot. He was socous-
:;.la;,tn slope,” and coull not be
made to nnderstand what was required
of him, nntil a space of some 400 yards
was measured off in n fleld, and he was
ridden across this. Whenever ho broke
he was soolded, at once turned sbout
and again started from the starting
point. If he trolted aocross without
breaking he was petted, fed lumps of
sugar, apples, or somo other pleasant
food. In this way hesoonlearned what
was wanted, and made every t-ﬂ'or!. to
trot this distance in the shortest tims,
becoming & horse of nuusual speed. A
somewhat similar plan was somo years
ginoe sot forth in a ciroular and sold st
one dollar.
We refer to this now, not so mtlmh
becanse of the desirability of knowing
how to teach a horse to trot, aa because
the lesson taught can be spplied in vory
many ways. Teaching any dotPuutm
animnal what is expected of them is one
of the greatest importance. If an ani-
imal knows that a speciflo duly is
required, to be followed by rest or
rewnrd, it will much more readily do
what is expected, than if it has no
defigite conception of wh t is before it

hﬂ_omn'n Dress,

“ Never, perhaps,” writes s Paris co.-
respondent, ** has woman lookad more
lovely than at the preecnt moment, when
pot a puff is seen (in high life) to dis-
guise the exquisite symmetry of woman's
nataral shape, Those long plain skirts
are wondronsly becoming, fitting tightly
round the body as they do, and falling
straight down, displaying the hips in
all their besuty ; and then falling ins
long, narrow train st the back. It is
the poetry of dress—ihe dress sung by
poeta and chiseled by the seulptor's
band, It is the dress of Olympian god-
desses—not ss yon see them is buor-
lesque, but as puinters have shown them
to ns. Heavy materials ure still made
with the large quarduple plait at the
back, whilst light materinls are parily
covered with flounces, whilst the skirt
is tied well back by a searl, which sur-
ronnds the body like the soarf of the
Maid of Atbens. Moyen age bodies
are still worn, only they are lorger
than they were last yesr; they now
reach half way down to the knees, They
are worn eqaally with hi;h and low
bodies, und for the streat ns well aa for
the drawing-room. 1 they coutinne to

increase in length, dresses will soon be
all body snd no akirt,” ,




